
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world byJSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.istor.org/participate-istor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



November 1916 



THE ART WORLD 



149 



Themselves they feel their incapacity to render this 
to our eyes. They no longer dare attempt it. Hence 
a mass of still life, where oranges look like tomatoes, 
tomatoes like cucumbers, cucumbers like silk-worms 
that are sick. These artists are children that stutter 
— ^pardon ! — the comparison is false — either with de- 
fective eyesight or judgment. The ideal for a painter 
is to be diabetic. Nothing like diabetes to deform 
the vision — or Daltonian, and to take colors one for 
another. , Then, you win great prizes right off." 

The visitor stopped a moment and then went on : 
"And to think that all this comes from the false 
idea that one makes progress ! What the devil has 
the idea of progress to do here? A good deal — for 
almost everything. You are pursued with an idea 
that one should be always new. But no, sir, no, it is 
not true — it's our error of logic. To prove this to 
you I have brought this lady. She holds herself 
well, does she not? and it's a pleasure to look on 
her. Well, so to say, she has not changed since the 
second half of the XVIII century." 

The second visitor who heretofore had remained 
silent, stood up and made a reverence in the ancient 
mode. 

"To whom have I the honor of speaking?" I asked. 
"I am," she said, "the French Cuisine." 

'She's lucky; she is, truly, she's lucky" Painting 
continued ; "from the day that your ancestors formu- 
lated definitely the laws of her art, which they finally 
carried to perfection, they have never asked her to 
change. If some foreign poisoners who trade on the 
ignorance of foreigners wish to change, all men of 
taste protest. Here is a menu of date 1787. Look, 
the order of the dishes is the same as to-day. One 
doesn't commence by the dessert and finish with the 
fish. One drinks Chateau Yquem or Madeira after 
the soup and ends with champagne after a series 
of Burgundy or Bordeaux. Read in the CuisinUre 
Bourgeoise, printed in 1787, by Jacques Cavalin, 



Rue St. Jacques, at the sign of the Golden Lion, the 
receipt for becassines: 'They are served all cooked 
on the spit, larded, with wine leaves; you do not 
clean them. Put under them bread to receive what 
drops, and serve.' Take now the Cuisiniere Bour- 
geoise of 1913 : 'The bicassine should not be cleaned 
— ^when stripped of feathers it must be larded, then 
put on the spit at a wood fire and take care when the 
juice drops on them.' It is absolutely the same as 
one and a half centuries ago — and the bicassine has 
not suffered. I would ask no more. 

"Consider, too, they have offered new things to 
the cooks — ^potatoes, pintades, crones of Japan and I 
know not what else. But to these new things, un- 
known before, they apply the same principles, proc- 
esses, traditions of the old art. They don't try to 
season with vitriol or cocoanut oil. I demand that 
they treat me in the same manner. On new subjects 
and new elements — ^the old painting. All the old, 
plus the new! But they don't do that. Notice, I do 
not defend the manufacturer of no matter what 
school. These put the same sauce to everj^hing and 
have but one receipt. Your intelligent palates have 
done this justice. But for all this, you have not 
gone to eating raw meat. You demand they return 
to those who know how to cook. 

"This is to say: there exists a taste — I will say,, a 
national good sense when it is a question of cuisine. 
You don't eat red veal or burnt beef, under the pre- 
text that 'this' has not yet been done, and that is a 
new impression.' Why then, do you accept a figure 
badly drawn, which seems to have been painted with 
a juice de humeur froide, for this same reason — 
why? Do you wish me to say why? It is because 
you don't know anything . . . and you hope it may 
augment in price But if it goes down? . . ." 

"Zounds !" I cried, "Madame, I have some pictures 
by Cezanne." 

And I put her out of the door. 

Pierre Mille 
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Camels came with copper from the smelters of Ho-nan; 

Elephants and junks with tin from down the roaring Straits; 
Gold from Tarshish, haply, with the year-long caravan; 

Silver from Peru — ^who knows? — ^behind the morning gates. 



Naked men of metals dart around the vaulting flames 

Where the great stone cauldrons glow, and pyres of charcoal burn- 
Ancient dark-skinned artists — ^liow we cannot guess their names — 
Now we dig to find their relics — sword, and bell, and urn. 
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